the tree, a dreary waste. Our people are doing this thing to themselves, a
damning count against all Western Civilization,
If age brings no great reward to others and itself in a society, something
is radically wrong with the individual or the society. Perhaps with both. I
remember well a great woman, friend of my mother's—Mrs. Lydia
Avery Coonley-Ward, herself an example of what she was saying—'If a
woman is not attractive at twenty it isn't her fault, but if she isn't at
fifty, it certainly is.'
A PROMISE
I have made many promises in my life, always intending to keep them.
I think I never made one that I didn't intend to keep. But my corner of
hell will be paved with those that turned out to be only intentions. Time
and circumstances destroy promises as distance dims one's view. But one
promise would not let me go. My love for my mother arid my aunts, my
admiration for their grand gray heads and the dignity of their beautiful
persons which age had brought were bound up in that promise as though
they lived on in the promise: a promise I had made to see their educational
work go on at beloved Hillside on the site of the pioneer homestead. That
filial promise would go along with me wherever I went. If I settled down,
it settled down with me. In course of time it became a subjective urge as
well as an objective. If I lived I was sure to keep the promise whether I
wanted to or not. I became an Instrument of Fate.
No matter what reason might dictate I would keep that promise in good
time. And, since I was what I was, I would keep it in my own way. As yet
I had no idea in what way$ procrastinating as always, this time for many
years, I had faith in. myself or whatever it is that keeps the promises we
make.
And I believed now, from within*, that whatever I deeply enough de-
sired I should have, because it first had me,
No, it was no longer necessary to bend my mind in that direction.
Something had taken place that would simply turn circumstances and
events in that direction. In good time what was desired would be there*
ANNO DOMINI 1929
This economic, now historic nationalistic failure of the attempt by
Production to control Consumption, so ignorantly termed a 'depression',
is here. Economic breakdown is so complete at this time that no workman's
hammer is ringing in our great state of Wisconsin. Native workmen of
my own countryside, labourers, carpenters and masons of Iowa County
as in the next Dane County and the next Sauk County are all but starving
while I watch the shingle roofs of the 1902-1905 Hillside School buildings
falling in for lack of some such labour as theirs. All of them (yes, labourers
included) are rotting away. Roof water is coming in on most of the fine
interior Waxed sand-finish walls of the rooms are completely scribbled
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